CHAPTER XIII

SCENE IN A ROLLING MILL

THE rolling mill where father worked was
Life's Big Circus tent to me, and like a kid
escaped from school, eager to get past the
tent flap and mingle with the clowns and
elephants, I chucked my job sorting nails
when I found an opening for a youngster in
the rolling mill. Every puddler has a helper.
Old men have both a helper and a boy. I got
a place with an old man, and so at the age of
twelve I was part of the Big Show whose per-
formance is continuous, whose fire-eaters
have real flame to contend with, and whose
snake-charmers risk their lives in handling
great hissing, twisting red-hot serpents of
angry iron.

In this mill there is a constant din by day
and night Patches of white heat glare from
the opened furnace doors like the teeth of
some great dark, dingy devil grinning across
the smoky vapors of the Pit. Half naked,

85n't recognize it when
